
We wilfbeftow ourfeluesjreadon this Booke, 

That {how of fuch an exercifctnay colour 
Your lowlinefle;we are oft too blamein this, 

Tis too much prou'd, that with deuotions viftge 
And pious aftion, we doe iugarore 
The Deuill himfelfe. 

Kmg. Otis too true, 

How (mart a lafh that fpecchdotb giue my confcience ? 

The harlots cheeke beautied with pi attrmg art, 

Is not more vgly to the thing that helps it. 

Then is my deed to my moil painted word a 
O heauy burthen : 

- • . - ■ 

Enter Hamlet. 

Pol. I lieare him comming,Withdraw my Lord, 

Ham. To be,ornottobe, that is thequeftion. 

Whether tis nobler in the mind to fuffer 
The flings and arrowes of outragious Fortune, 

Orito take armes againft a Sea of troubles, 

And by oppofing end them ; To die to fleepe 
No more : and by a fleepe, to fay we end 
Thehart-ake, and the thoufand naturall (hocks 
Thatflefhisheireto ; tis a confummatron A 

Deuoutly<to be wifht to die to fleep, r 

To fleep, perchance to dreame, 1 there’s the rub. 

For in that fleep of death what dreames may come ? 

When we hauc fhuffled off this mortal! coyle 
Muff giue vs paufe, there** the refpedf 
That makes calamity of fo long life: 

For who would bcarethe whips and fcornes of time, 

Th’ oppreflbrs wrong, the proud mans contumely, 

The pangs of office and the Lawes delay. 

The infolence of office, and the fpurnes 
That patient merit of tttfvnworthy takes. 

When himfelfe might his quietm make 
With a bare bodkin ; who would fardels beare, 

To grunt and fweat vnder a weary life ? 

But that the dread of fomething after death. 

The vndifeouer’d Countrie, from whofe borne 
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Prince o/Denmarke, 

No traueller returnes, puzzels the will. 

And makes vs rather beare theft ils we haue. 

Then flic to others that we know not of 
Thus confluence dooes make cowards, 

And thus the natiue hiew of relolution 
Is fickled ore with the pale caff of thought. 

And Enterprizes of great pitch and moment. 

With this regard theircurrents turneawry. 

And loofe the name of a&ion. Soft you now. 

The faire Ophelia, Nitnph in thy Orizons 
Be all my (ins remembred. 

Ophe. Good my Lord, 

How dooes your honour for this many a day ? 

Ham. I humbly tlaanke you; well. 

OpAf.MyLord I haue remembrances of yours 
That I haue longed long to re-deliucr, 

I pray you now rcceiue them. 

Ham. No, not I, I neuer gaue you ought. 

Ophe. My honor’d Lord, you know right well you did s 
And with them words of fo fweet breath compofd 
As made thefe things more rich : their perfume loft, 

Take thefe againe, for to the noble mind 
Rich gifts wax poore when giuers proue vnkind. 

There my Lord. 

Ham^ Ha, ha, are you honeft, 

Ophe. My Lord. 

Ham. Are you faire? 

Ophe. What meanes your Lordfliip ? 

i r Ha ™r Thacit you be honeft and faire, you ihould admitne 
difcourie to your beaucie* 

Opta Could beautie my Lord haue better commerce 
Then with honefty ? 

Ham. I truly, for the power of beautie will fooner transforme 
noncttie from what it is to a Baud, then the force of honefty can 
tranflate beautie in his likeueffe , this was fometime a Paradoxe 
but now the time giues it proofe, I did loue you once. 

Ophe. Indeed my Lord youmnade me beleeuc fo. 

Ham. You fliould not haue beleeu’d me/or venue cannot fo 
cuacuateour old ftock,but we fiiali relliflaofit ; I loued you nor. 

Ofbe„ 




3 


a J 




